' as a boy, I used to marvel that the letters in a 
closed book did not get scrambled and lost 
overnight' 
The Aleph - J. L. Borges 

NIGHT SHIFT 

* 

Nighttime creates a separateness: 
a boundary between ourselves and the cluttered 

spaces and pressures we are forced to inhabit. 
It is as if nighttime is a geographical shift as well 
as a temporal one — and the darkness begins to 
separate what are two different jurisdictions. 

One jurisdiction 
is a place of continuous 
production and consumption — 
like identity papers these expectations 
must be carried with us at all times. 
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But the night is indifferent to ideologies, 

to agendas, 

collapsing contradictions into its singular dimension, 
whatever amount is required to settle 
is settled in its singular descending transaction, 

after nightfall 
it is we who are master, and something else must 
explain and justify any interference. 
It is as if the Night shifts the burden of proof. 

* * * 
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Nine Lines, August 9 
Ursula Le Guin 

The gold of evening is closing, 

drawing in, tightening. 

The hght is losing. It is 

a little frightening 

how fast August goes. 

Others have noticed this. 

The cat on his concealed switchblade toes 

comes by, and what he says 

is silent, but enlightening. 
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Still Life At Dusk 

Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer 

It happens surprisingly fast, 

the way your shadow leaves you. 

All day you've been linked by 

the light, but now that darkness 

gathers the world in a great black tide, 

your shadow leaves you to join 

the sea of all other shadows. 

If you stand here long enough, 

you, too, will forget your lines 

and merge with the tall grass and 

old trees, with the crows and the 

flooding river all these pieces 

of the world that daylight has broken 

into objects of singular loneliness. 

It happens surprisingly fast, the loss 

of your shadow, and standing 

in the field, you become the field, 

and standing in the night, you 
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are gathered by night. Invisible 
birds sing to the memory of light 
but then even those separate songs fade 
into the one big silence that always 
seems to be waiting. 



3 



the window 
Hassan Najmi 

Nothing remains: 

Only the wound of memory. 

And the meeting place, 

The smell of the paper of used books. 

Prom the window: 

A song about an ancient love. 

As if to write the book of the dead, 

Night became his habit. 

As if to entertain 

A sadness that accompanies him 

He dances alone at night. 
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Past One O 'Clock 
Vladimir Mayakovsky 

Past one o'clock. You must have gone to bed. 
The Milky Way streams silver through the night. 
I'm in no hurry; with lightning telegrams 

I have no cause to wake or trouble you. 
And, as they say, the incident is closed. 
Love's boat has smashed against the daily grind. 
Now you and I are quits. Why bother then 
To balance mutual sorrows, pains, and hurts. 
Behold what quiet settles on the world. 
Night wraps the sky in tribute from the stars. 
In hours like these, one rises to address 
The ages, history, and all creation. 
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a reader in darkness 
Fawzi Karim 

Before you go to bed you insist on switching the lights off 
and double checking, by touch, in the darkness, that you locked the door 
and that you pulled down the shades. 
You jump like a cat climbing the stairs 
and creep into your bed, 
and dream- 
that the book you were reading at your desk 

is being opened again in the darkness: 

other fingers turn its pages; 

another eye keeps an eternal watch 

over the rolling emptiness between the lines . . . 
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"Although the wind . . . " 
Izumi Shikibu 



Although the wind 
blows terribly here, 

the nioonhght also leaks 
between the roof planks 
of this ruined house. 
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Too Many Names 
Pablo Neruda 

Mondays are meshed with Tuesdays 

and the week with the whole year. 

Time cannot be cut 

with your weary scissors, 

and all the names of the day 

are washed out by the waters of night. 

No one can claim the name of Pedro, 

nobody is Rosa or Maria, 

all of us are dust or sand, 

all of us are rain under rain. 

They have spoken to mc of Venezuelas, 

of Chiles and of Paraguays; 

I have no idea what they are saying. 

I know only the skin of the earth 

and I know it is without a name. 

When I lived amongst the roots 

they pleased me more than flowers did, 

and when I spoke to a stone it rang like a bell. 
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It is so long, the spring 
which goes on all winter. 

Time lost its shoes. 

A year is four centuries. 

When I sleep every night, 
what am I called or not called? 
And when I wake, who am I 
if I was not while I slept? 

This means to say that scarcely 
have we landed into life 
than we come as if new-born; 
let us not fill our mouths 
with so many faltering names, 
with so many sad formalities, 
with so many pompous letters, 
with so much of yours and mine, 
with so much of signing of papers. 

I have a mind to confuse things, 
unite them, bring them to birth, 
mix them up, undress them, 
until the light of the world 
has the oneness of the ocean, 
a generous, vast wholeness, 
a crepitant fragrance. 
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Blue 

Michaela Hunter 

You're wearing boat shoes 
somewhat appropriately 

we get stoned and 

make an 'artistic' pile of stones on the shoreline 
and get lost on the way back to the car 

stars on strings rotate above us 

twilight blue hands fingers clasped 
thighs in unison 
backseat skin dried noodles 
vinyl sliding 

I'm anti-urban-white 
pro-forest-dirt 

occupying this world for now and now 
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For Example: A Flower 
Arkaye Kierulf 

We are protected from so much pain. For example: graves. 
The earth's roots and brown-black blood are busy 

covering the soft, violated bodies of our loves. 
Death is a secret, and the rain with its many hands 

washes off the streets to the gutters death's thick surprise. 
The automatic shutter of the eye never fails, 

the courtesies of the tongue. What goes on in the rooms of houses 
is guarded from us by the hardwood doors, 

the carefully closed windows. Whatever was said or done, 
night will come, eagerly, to clean up. 

And death will shield us, in time, 
from the sun's megalithic promise: 

Tomorrow, the same day. 
Tomorrow, the same day. 

For example: A flower 
is the most beautiful lie. 
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The wind howls, plays the saw, bends the hazed horizon 
Risto Oikarinen 

The wind howls, plays the saw, bends the hazed horizon. Pupils of pitch-dark 
contract, light gleams from the fog: The Flying Lintula Nunnery punctures the 
bloated belly of the sea, masts scrape the vault of heaven torn by star pellets. The 
residents sway in the kitchen: the abbess whips eggbutter, a novice folds pasties, 
a nun pounds beef, hums a hymn rhythmically, from bar to bar, from year to 
year, they prepare for the horizon, for the wedding of heaven and earth, it's 
rocking, it's rocking, clouds beat the windows, I start to feel sick, I want to stop 
whipping, folding, pounding, chanting, sailing between the worlds. 
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Variations: II 
Conrad Aiken 

Green light, from the moon, 

Pours over the dark blue trees. 

Green light from the autumn moon 

Pours on the grass... 

Green light falls on the goblin fountain 

Where hesitant lovers meet and pass. 

They laugh in the moonlight, touching hands. 

They move like leaves on the wind ... 

I remember an autumn night like this. 

And not so long ago. 

When other lovers were blown like leaves. 

Before the coming of snow. 
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The Lateness of the Day 
Dan Maguire 

It is the lateness of the day that turns my head, 

that turns my mind and winds my head to ticking clocks, 

the clocks that mock the destinations and designs 

of all the things that I would do and be, set down, 

lined up, like stops upon a route. They stretch away, 

much farther than they first appeared. And time, still young, 

still running on ahead in cruel surprise; too far 

ahead, too far to call back now and ask to wait, 

to ask if there is light enough to travel on. 

It is the lateness of the day that turns my head. 

It is the thinness of the light that hurts my eyes, 

that squints and strains my eyes until they burn and blur; 

blurred and burning with resentment at this light 

which lacks the will to cast a shadow, form a shade, 

a dimness into which unfocused eyes might peer, 

imagining a face, the movement of a form — 

a face and form unable to be seen again 

by other means than these ... it does not mean I mourn. 

I'm inconvenienced by the lateness of the day. 

it is the thinness of the light that hurts my eyes. 
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It is the darkness of the night that chills the heart, 

that tells the heart the quiet lie it longs to hear: 

that there is life within the noises of the night — 

the creaking board might be a footstep on the stairs, 

the wind which mumbles through the window frame becomes 

the rise and fall of voices from another room 

where dusty emptiness conceals itself and waits 

to brand its barren, useless truth upon the soul. . . 

the universe looks on, obscure and unconcerned. 

It is the darkness of the night that chills the heart. 

It is the darkness of the night, the thinness of the light, 
it is the lateness of the day that tricks me into whispering 
your name. 
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A London Thoroughfare. 2 A.M. 
Amy Lowell 

They have watered the street, 
It shines in the glare of lamps, 
Cold, white lamps. 
And lies 

Like a slow-moving river, 
Barred with silver and black. 
Cabs go down it, One, 
And then another. 

Between them I hear the shuffling of feet. 
Tramps doze on the window-ledges. 
Night-walkers pass along the sidewalks. 

The city is squalid and sinister, 

With the silver-barred street in the midst. 

Slow-moving, 

A river leading nowhere. 

Opposite my window. 
The moon cuts. 
Clear and round. 
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Through the phim- coloured night. 
She cannot light the city; 
It is too bright. 
It has white lamps, 
And glitters coldly 

I stand in the window and watch the moon. 

She is thin and lustreless, 

But I love her. 

I know the moon, 

And this is an alien city. 
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Another Night in the Ruins 

Galway Kinnell 

1 

In the evening 

haze darkening on the hills, 

purple of the eternal, 

a last bird crosses over, 

^flop flop,'' adoring 

only the instant.. 

2 

Nine years ago, 

in a plane that rumbled all night 
above the Atlantic, 
I could see, lit up 

by lightning bolts jumping out of it, 
a thunderhead formed like the face 
of my brother, looking down 
on blue, 

lightning-flashed moments of the Atlantic. 
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3 

He used to tell me, 
"What good is the day? 
On some hill of despair 
the bonfire 

you kindle can light the great sky — 

thoTigh it's true, of course, to make it burn 
you have to throw yourself in ..." 

4 

Wind tears itself hollow 

in the eaves of these ruins, ghost-flute 

of snowdrifts 

that build out there in the dark: 

upside-down ravines 

into which night sweeps 

our cast wings, our ink-spattered feathers. 

5 

I listen. 

I hear nothing. Only 
the cow, the cow of such 
hollowness, mooing down the bones. 
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6 

Is that 
a rooster? 

He thrashes in the snow 
for a grain. Finds 
it. Rips 
it into 

flames. Flaps. Crows. 
Flames 

bursting out of his brow. 
7 

How many nights must it take 

one such as mc to learn 

that wc aren't, after all, made 

from that bird that flies out of its ashes, 

that for us 

as we go up in flames, our one work 
is 

to open ourselves, to be 
the flames? 
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